XV
^        IN ARCADIA VIXISTI (TO R. A. M. S.)
IN ancient tales, O friend, thy spirit dwelt;
There, from of old, thy childhood passed; and there
High expectation, high delights and deeds.
Thy fluttering heart with hope and terror moved.
And thou bant heard of yore the Blatant Beast,
And Roland's horn, and that war-scattering shout
Of all-unarmed Achilles, tCgis-erowncd,
And perilous lands thou sawcst, sounding shores
And seas and forests drear, inland and dale
And mountain dark.    For thou with Tristram rod'st
Or Bedevere, in farthest Lyonesse.